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Twisted Root Burgers 


"Another shot!" 
"You're fuckin’ crazy, Axl” 


“Shut it, Duff" 


The bartender activates the tap for what must've been the hundredth 
time in the past hour. 


"Woah, look at the ass on that!" 
"You're a fucking pig," A woman replies. 
"I know." Axl says back. 


Axl stands up. 


"Is my order ready?" 


"Just in time," The cook replies. 

He walks over. Just as he is about to get his food, he bumps into a man. 
"Watch it," the man says. 

"Fuck you," Axl replies. 

The man turns around. 

"Holy fucking shit," Axl says. 

"Long time no see." 


"Yep." 


Chit-Chat and a Joint 


"Pass the joint." 
“Sure thing." 


"Tracii Guns. | haven't heard that name in years," Axl says. The glow of the ‘J' cuts through the dark of the 
night like a knife cuts through butter. "Shit. What a coincedence." Tracii remarks. 


"So, what now?" Axl says. Tracii looks off into the distance, with a look on his face that spells, ‘Heartbreak’. 


"You know that you killed her." Tracii says, the rather happy glow on his face that was, moments ago, suddenly 
turning hard and angry. 


Axl's face turns hard too. 

"Why did you have to bring that shit up?" Says Axl. 

"Because. It ruined my fucking life, Axe." 

Axl puts out the joint. "What the fuck do you want me to do? She fucking deserved it, that bitch." 


Something horrifying plants itself onto Tracii's face. He stands up, paying no attention to the drunkards passing 
by, or the cars flying by on the highway. 


"You fucker!" Tracii screams. Axl tries to run back into the bar, with Slash, Steven, Izzy, and Duff. But he is 
far too drunk, and he misses his mark. The last thing he feels is hard brick to the head, and an intense pain 
that knocks him off his feet. 


What in the hell? 


The bright light burns through the dark of unconsciousness. Axl opens his eyes, and finds that it is day. His 


bandmates are huddled around him, worried. 
"God damn," Axl says. 
"What the hell happened, Axe? Your head is all banged up," Steven asks. 


Axl looks at his reflection in a window. His head, forehead especially, is bloody and bruised. He soon realizes, 


though, that most other places are just as bad. "Fuck." Axl remarks. Tracii had attacked him. 

"Tracii" Axl finally replies. 

"Oh shit." Slash says. 

Axl sits down, rubs his head. 

"He screwed you up" Duff says. 

"| know. It's over." 

"I know.” Duff interrupts. 

Everyone is uncomfortable now. The murder. They vowed never to talk about it again 

Everybody knew that Axl did it. Nobody knew why. Axl would break down if they knew why Axl killed Tracii's 
girlfriend. Only Axl knew why. Axl didn't understand why he wanted to be with Tracii. He knew, that, with Tracii 
being in a relationship, his chances of them being together was much lower. He was not thinking rationally when 
he did it. 

The murder. It did not work. 


It did not result in them being together. 


And that fucking broke him. 


Estranged 


The glare of the television 
The burn of the alcohol. 
The pain in his bones. 

The pain in his soul. 


Axl sighs. Finally, he has everything dealt with for the night. He may not have his beautiful, beautiful Tracii, 
but that's okay. All he cares about is getting some rest. 


Axl thinks about life. Music. Girls. Boys. Tracii. Everything there is to wonder about. 

He feels bad. He wishes he could just confess his love for Tracii. The way he smiled. The way he flipped his 
hair for no fucking reason. The way he could just go with anything. Never complained. Never was anything but 
happy. Well, until he came and killed his girlfriend. Fuck, why did he have to screw up so bad? 

The concert. 


Tomorrow they are playing in St. Louis. 


So tired. 
So fucking tired. 


Axl nods off to sleep, head still full of thoughts. 


Tomorrow, everything will be better. 


